PROVOCATIVE ILLUSTRATED ADULT FANTASY 


AWARREN 
MAGAZINE 


SS Gees CT AS RSS TF vee 


IS 


% 


f 


| 
| 


a 


= x 


| 


HE 


IN 


st) 


-_ | = | om 
= 


. 


a 


The hottest, most 
sought-after talent in 
comics today, illustrates 
nine of the most 
breathtakingly beautiful 
tales ever to be 
presented in comic form. 
Richard Corben, whose 
underground roots 
brought him to the 
attention of mainstream 
publishers more thana 
decade ago, returns to 
the mire from whence he | 
sprang...innine 
uncensored classics 
published on high-quality 
paper and packaged 
in one exquisite volume. 
T y-five pages of 
comics as only Richard 
Corben can render them 
in livid black and white! 
Thirty-nine pages of 
gloriously brilliant 
Corben color! Plus an : 
introduction and 
appreciation by the , 
Grand Master of the 
graphic story, Will 
ner! Eighty pages in 
all of pure orgasmic 
delight, sure to plunge 
even the hardiest Corben 


enthusiast into throes Pp 


of wanton ecstacy! 

This beautiful, 
soft-cover collector's 
package is made available 
for the first time, 
exclusively from Warren 
Publishing. This book will 
not be sold at 
newsstands or book 
counters. And supply is 
limited. So order yours 
today! 


A WARREN ADULT FANTASY PUBLICATION 


WARREN PUBLISHING COMPANY 
145 East 32nd Street New York, N.Y. 10016 
1 am eighteen years of age or older! Please send me 
THE ODD COMIC WORLD OF RICHARD CORBEN! 


copies of 
enclose $3.98 for each 


copy ordered. Total enclose ! 
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The world was turning to 
shit. And Klaus Ulster, 
despite all of his wealth, 
was powerless to do any- 
thing about it. All Klaus 
could do was escape. He 
purchased immortality and 
a eryogenics chamber for 
a cool billion dollars! 


By BUDD LEWIS and 


MUTANT WORLD 35 


Deep beneath the earth, 
in a secret underground 
complex, a maniacal self- 
styled prophet runs amok, 
smashing vials of man- 
made life. Vials contain- 
ing the only hope of a 
devestated Mutant World. 
The children of tomorrow! 


By JAN STRNAD and RICHARD CORBEN 


TWILIGHT'S END 


“@ Zev had been on the blue 
(| planet for weeks and had 
B still not accomplished 
yhis ominous task. But 
then, Zev had been pre- 
occupied. There was Rena, 
with a body so luscious, 
she could make a man for- 
get that he was an alien! 


By AL REDZONE and RUDY NEBRES 
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TELEPORT: 2010 


Julie’s charred, smolder- 
ing remains oozed like 
eharcoal-broiled puss a- 
eross the cabin floor of 
Flight 222. The hijacker 5 
had detonated his first 
bomb, and was ready to 
trigger the others unless 
beamed to lunar base now! 


By BUDD LEWIS and ALEX NINO 


As the radioactive dust 
settled at the conclusion § 
of Earth’s third glorious 
global war, a new breed 
of humanoid emerged from 
the ashes, the likes of 
which had only previously 
been seen in Greek legends 
and American funny books! 


By RICH MARGOPOULOS and JIM JANES 


Khan-Dagon the bold was 
also known as Khan-Dagon 
the deformed! Yea, he be 
hung like a horse! When 
he thrust his mammoth 
manhood into Ghita, the 
royal concubine screamed 
as though the dark forces 
themselves were upon her! 


By FRANK THORNE 


ZINCOR 


Zincor had never seen a 
woman before. After the 
late great war between 
the sexes, Fraternization 
was not enthusiastically 
encouraged. But that did 
not stop Zincor, who had 
a physical ache which he 
did not quite understand! 


By GERRY BOUDREAU and ALEX NINO 
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TOO MUCH SEX, 
SIN, IMMORALITY ? 


he sixth issue of 1984 was 

the absolute best issue of the 

magazine published to date. 
There were only six stories, con- 
trasted to upwards of nine tales in 
previous issues, but each was a 
pure gem. And the art has never 
looked better. 

Jose Ortiz, Esteban Maroto, 
Alex Nino, Richard Corben, Rudy 
Nebres and Abel Laxamana may 
all take well-deserved bows. ‘They 
are the elite of comic art, each a 
veritable genius in his own style. 

Five years ago if you were to 
have told me that these magnifi- 
cent illustrators would all be 
assembled in the pages of one ex- 
tremely fine magazine, I would 
have called you a dreamer. Today, 
that dream is a reality, thanks to 
the publishing talents of Jim War- 


ren. 
JOHN CURRY 
Ashland, Wash. 


I enjoy your magazine with its 
wild stories and ‘‘dirty” words for 
the simple reason that there isn’t 
anything else like it on the news- 
stands. I’m not a person who can 
be easily offended by “sex, sin 
and rampant immorality.” 

On the other hand, I’m con- 
cerned about the sort of reader 
you are attracting with the above- 
stated contents. Can it truthfully 
be said that no one other than 
myself has found ‘‘The Box”’ to be 
an enjoyable story? 

TIM HEWITT 
Myrtle Beach, S.C. 


The first five issues of 1984 
were phenomenal. But issue num- 
ber six was the absolute pits! 

TIM STAFFORD 
Coden, Alabama 


IDI BOWS OUT 


Ea 

You guys couldn't have timed it 
better! The final chapter of your 
Idi Amin series made its bow just 
as Idi himself was bowing out of 
the political scene in Uganda. You 
must’ve known something the 

rest of the world didn’t. 
CATHY CARSON 
Wadley, Ga. 


I've got it, the perfect replacement 

for your departed Idi Amin series! 

Call it “The Lives and Loves of 
The Ayatollah Khomeini! 

STEVE HOLBROOK 

New York, N.Y. 


SECOND GENERATION 
HEROES ARRIVE 


Beautiful! Fantastic! Pure genius! 

I have never ever seen a story as 

inspired as ‘‘The Warhawks.” And 

we all know where the inspiration 
has come from, don’t we? 

HOLT CUMING 

Omaha, Neb. 


I had read two full pages of “‘The 
Warhawks” before I realized who 
Warner Hawk, this luminous new 
comic star, really was. When reali- 
zation thundered upon me, I 
laughed, cheered and applauded 
the sheer genius and the profound 
intestinal fortitude of Jim Warren 
for presenting such a trend- 
setting tale. 

The second generation of comics 
heroes is here at last! And we have 
only 1984 to thank for it! 

KELLY STEUBEN 
Middletown, Ct. 


You tards! I don’t believe that 
you have so blatantly ripped off 
one of the greatest groups of com- 
ic book heroes ever created, re- 
packaged them under your new, 
more appropriate label, and actu- 
ally had me cheering you all the 
way. That, sirs, is a comic publish- 
ing coup. All I can say is... you 
have balls! 
You also have one of the finest 
new series ever pilfered. 
JACK COLE 
Ironton, Ohio 


The Warhawks wasn’t meant to be 
a series, Jack. But reader re- 
sponse to the story which ap- 
peared in issue #6 has been so pos- 
itive that we are literally being 
forced to bring the Warhawks 
back. Look for them in future is- 
sues. 


I've always wondered what funny 
book heroes do in their off-hours. 
Now we know, don't we? They're 
fucking lechers, just like the rest 


of us. 
JOEL ADAMS 
Minersville, Utah 


MUTANT WORLD 
A RIP-OFF? 


‘The first thing I read when I pick 
up a new issue of 1984 is Rich Cor- 
ben’s beautiful Mutant World 
series. It is, without a doubt, the 
prettiest comic magazine story 
ever published. 

Unfortunately, that very aspect 
of the series brings to mind a girl I 
once knew. Gorgeous, but oooooie, 
terminally deprived in the smarts 
department. Like that ex-girl of 
mine, Mutant World is lusciously 
painted, but empty in substance. 

The series seems to have no di- 
rection whatsover. The stories 
aren't even stories per se, but sim- 
ple incomplete incidents, devoid of 
plot and characterization. And the 
overall effect is like premature 
ejaculation with the aforemen- 
tioned lady: It leaves me cold. 

We've been treated to six epi- 
sodes of Mutant World to date. 
And I still don’t know where the 
series is going or how it intends to 
get there. Truth to tell, it’s taken 
so long for the series to reach the 
point it is at presently, that I've 
lost all track of what is supposed 
to be going on. And I think this is 
pretty much the case of all Cor- 
ben’s most recent work. 

It’s as though he is trying only 
to compile the biggest graphics 
album possible, by turning out 
eight pages of art per month and 
stopping there, no matter at 
which point in the storyline it oc- 
curs. 

I really think this is incon- 
siderate and prejudicial against 
those of us who have no intentions 
of purchasing Corben’s big 
graphic spectacular when and if it 
is ever completed. 

SUE ANN SCOTT 
Whitetop, Va. 


Mutant World is a well-drawn 
series, but I would much rather 
read a complete story rather than 
a portion thereof. Reading a small 
piece of an adventure somehow 
leaves me feeling as though I have 
been cheated. 
GARY ESSEX 
East Lynne, Mo. 


Richard Corben is an excellent 
artist. Unfortunately, he is an ex- 
tremely incoherent writer, and he 
has had this tendency of late, to 
work in conjunction with ‘yet 
another author whose literary il- 
literacy is as flagrant as his own: 
Jan Strnad. 
MARION MORGAN 
Oskaloosa, Kansas 


MAN VS MACHINE 


I was really surprised that a War- 
ren magazine would make such a 
radical departure from comics 
tradition. Mechanically-set type 
instead of hand lettering?! I never 
would have believed that I'd like it. 
But I do! I do! So when are the 
other Warren magazines going to 
follow suit and make comics 
reading easier on our eyes? 
CAMP CHRISTIAN 
Decatur, Il. 


When I opened the pages of 1984 
#6 and saw the latest innovation 
in Warren's never-ending quest to 
better the comics media, I was im- 
mediately disheartened. My 
precious hand lettering was gone. 
Another pillar of comics tradition 
smashed forever by Jim Warren's 
upstart publishing conglomerate. 

While it’s true that I never really 
noticed the comics’ use of hand- 
lettering in the past, it has become 
blatantly noticable by its conspic- 
uous absence. I, for one, liked the 
old-fashioned, ‘‘archaic”’ style. 
But there’s something to be said 
for machine-set type, too. It is 
easier to read. And, I imagine, it is 
less expensive than employing a 
full-time staff of overworked cal- 


ligraphers. 
JOAN RUNNELLS 
Coffey, Kansas 


Who gives a lingering shit what 
kind of type you use. Whether it’s 
hand-lettering or machine-set, it 
can only complement the already- 
perfect stories presented in every 
issue of 1984. 
HYMIE PISSGUT 
Winfall, N.C. 


REX: TOO MUCH OF 
A GOOD THING? 


If I have to read one moge letter of 
praise for Jim Stenstrum or Rex 
Havoc, I think I'll puke. While 
Stenstrum isn’t a bad writer, Ican 
only take him in small doses. Very 
small doses. A dose of twenty-two 
pages, such as “She-Who-Must- 
Be-Okay,” his latest Rex Havoc 
extravaganza, is what I'd call an 


overdose. 
KRISTEN ULEN 
Pomona, Calif. 


I detest Rex Havoc and its 
laughable ‘‘you-had-to-be-there” 
mentality. 

Yes, maybe I did have to be there 
to appreciate She, The Thing, and 
Dracula when they were first 
released as motion pictures. But 
since I wasn't, and since I haven't, 
and since I will never care for hor- 
ror films in the least, I just don't 
give a flying fuck for MAD Maga- 
zine satires like Rex Havoc! Cheap 
shit like this, no matter how well- 
written it may seem to be, just has 
no place in a Warren magazine. 

STACY ROWELL 
Moorfield, Ark. 


Rex Havoc belongs in EERIE 
magazine. Put him there and give 
us a good science fiction series 
with lots of sucking and fucking! 
DAL CRITTENDON 

Fullerton, Neb. 


We've seen three episodes of Rex 
Havoe and his 1950’s-styled Ass- 
kickers of the Fantastic. AndI say 
enough is enough! 

While Abel Laxamana’s careful- 
ly-rendered art has never looked 
better, I'm afraid that it is totally 
wasted on Jim Stenstrum’s utter- 
ly stupid tales. 

While the name Rex Havoc, 
itself, is clear genius (It’s a 
natural for comics and should 
have been utilized decades ago!) 
the premise of the series is 
homogenized shit and does not 
belong in the pages of your inno- 
vative and groundbreaking 1984 
magazine. 

Monsters ... especially mon- 
sters stolen from the motion pic- 
ture industry's better-forgotten 
archives, have never belonged in 
comics. Jim Warren’s brilliant and 
innovative craftsmen are capable 
of much more when they simply 
allow their imaginations freedom 
to roam within the boundaries of 
their comic panels. 

Rex Havoc’s adventures are not 
sexy. They are not even funny. 
They do not in any way embrace 
the “sex, sin and rampantly im- 
moral image” that 1984 has care- 
fully cultivated. Indeed, 
Stenstrum’s stories tend to tar- 
nish that image and reduce 1984 
to the lowly level of an imitation 
Marvel comic. 

CHRIS MANCOS 
Lebanon, Colo. 


Address all correspondence to: INCOMING TELEMETRY, Warren Publishing, 145 East 32nd 


Street, New York, N.Y. 10016 


EXPLORE THE FUTURE WITH PAST ISSUES OF 1984. 


Back issues of 1984 magazine are going fast. Don't miss out. Be sure to order yours today! 


1984 #1 $4.00 


Enclosed is $ for: 
| __copies of 1984 #1 
___copies of 1984 #2 
___copies of 1984 #3 
___copies of 1984 #5 
copies of 1984 #6 


1984 #2 $3.00 
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WARREN PUBLISHING, 145 E. 32nd Street, New York, N.Y. 10016 
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Address 
City 
State 


1984 #3 $3.00 


1984 #5 $2.00 


1984 #6 $2.00 


Zip Code 
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This is Jefferson Teleport, |2— 
} asprawling mass of order | = 
confusion. Every day, 


a 


a ww 
G 


a 
iA ie 
handled forty thousand b IN 


passengers per day, every | — 
day for the past twelve 
years. All without inei- 

dent. 


I’m Captain Kerry 
with Portaways 
Translines. This is my 
formal report and state- 
ment of resignation. g 
LW 


GY 
4 


S 
tn| p< 


20R 


a —— 
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PS : 
a Sas era y 
‘The only talk that \ oo 


matters now is already recorded 
on the tape machine. 


to get out of people 
shuttling while I can 
¢ still retain some 


I wish you'd stick around, 


¥( Kerr. Me and you've put in a lot 


of years together. Won't be the 
same with you gone. 


‘Author: BUDD LEWIS / Mlustrator: ALEX NINO fF. Semablancs cf aanity, 
a ee 
, 
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Yeah! The 
investigation. 


a AM YU 


This report goes \\ Pr erent This month I was Thad no idea | 
A He it: iy Chief, routine. It’s such a piloting a standard run. when I sat 

G a Baha : routine word. But Nothing heavy. I com- down in the 
Chief Snead to Tuesday, March manded Portaways cockpit yester- 


25th was a routine Flight 222 from Jeffer- day that it 


retain original 


: Ss day. I checked in, son International to would be my 
eee jonea my calcula- Washington, London, last flight, too. 
Sas eaateGn tions, then reported Athens and Bern. My Along with 

sie drei to my cabin. navigator was Lt. John every 


Routine. Heavenly 


Carlin. My Stew, a new passenger on 
routine. be 


girl named Julia Greer. 


> 
ZS ~~ about our new girl? Really 
6 FO eificient. eh?! 
- Anybody can be efficient, 
Carlin. But this girl is a 
<j natural. She makes you want /[- 
Qto go home and beat your wife. 
—> <4 


\ any X 


What do you think 


7 How you doin’, Carlin? 
I see we've drawn Flight 222 
again. Who's our Stew? 


Let's get this wingless 
bird warmed up, boy. 


ha 

| 

= We al 

WaNKe 

Hi 

= — Hey! Here she is, now. r 

We've got a new one ‘Julie ... meet Captain KerryX/-=> 

to corrupt, Ker. Name's) Douglas, best goddamn pilot i 
Julia Greer. since Lindbergh. Dirtiest 
1 old man since De Sade. 


Alter div-co NN9 d 
over NN1. Fwd. pressure 
to standby. Computer 
drive ready. 


Es 


: Ladies and gentlemen, oaa\ A, Please fold your arms across 
walsoie so Rortaways: Flight eee: your lap and touch nothing but your 
e Captain has illuminated the own seat. Prepare for teleportation 
StanaDy: ee Pein be to your destination. 


a = 
The way the good captain 
7 Wi , N barnstorms a flight cabin, 
Eure ie wae. maybe keeping your eyes do. If ever [had 
You just strap ’em in, Shut is a good idea. aren wane : = i 
\ keep 'em cool . - . and aa SS sage as mad | — wii 
"ll do the rest. ag 5 . 


/ 2 At .0031 “ 
: : : 3 hundred . . . on 
i i I'm going to 7 ‘ . 
it with my eyes \ : : hundred ; on 
closed, sir. Z Z long remember |. : 5 


a . 

Okay, let's get “Good morning. Washington? 

‘em loaded, Stewardess. First cabin please. Athens? 
That’s the third cabin. 


London is cabin two. The first flight 


out was com- 


pletely routine. 
We incurred 
standard telepor- 


tation. The 


passengers 
gained full 
Q molecular disrup- 


ce tion and the 
teleporter beams 

sent them to 

other Flight 222 
cabins in four 


other Teleports. 


ee Everyone's beamed 
RA out clear, oes 


“222Wash: Check? 
222Lond: Check. 
222Athn: Check. 
222Bern: Check. 

Perfect four 
point landing, 
sir. 4 


jf “Sy: 
i Ul 


“| We had our usual five minute lapse between flight boardings, and Carlin 
| Killed it nicely with the new girl and coffee. But something was bothering 
me, and I wandered through the cabin sections absently searching for. . . 

I didn't know what. Nothing was out of place. But I was still. . . distantly 


troubled. 


Medically, technically, 

scientifically, there was no 

ooeEy better way to travel than 

Mave teleporting. I believed in 
that. 


’ a little edgy 
today. Forget First cabin 
it. It's please. 


j 
il 


Time and time again I've 
heard physicians order pa- 
tients to travel for their 
health. The transporter 
devices were so perfect that 
when a passenger's 
molecules were reassembled 
after teleportation, they were 
put back even better than 
they were before they began. 


To me, it was the miracle of 

the ag this teleporting. It 

was first invented by the 

scientists for space researc! 

But clever lads that we ar 

we soon learned how to make 
money with it! 


Sir, I've asked you 


ite put that device away. Perhaps 


you'll listen to Lt. Carlin. 


He’s got something “Y 
in an attache case, and 
is putting it together. 
A small device. 


isten, motherfucker, aI\\ \ 
I've got something here \ 
I want t’show the Captain. 
You tell him to get his 
ass back here or he’s 
gonna have a cabin full 
of barbecued people! 


What are you 
' trying to do? 


And it was that human 

touch that was to make a 
monster out of our [] 
technological perfection. 4 
‘That was what had been |} 
eating on me. ff 


Okay, buddy! 
If you're going 
to cause trouble, 
you can move out, 
ms of this cabin 
now! 


"Run, Julie! Get 
it out of here! 


ju scumsuckin’ 
prick. I haven't 
come this far to 
get screwed up by 
you. Give me that. 
iN bomb, bitch! 


Nobody moves! e . 
acted all too L ‘ é j There'll be no - What kind of a maniac 
bravely, all aban i 1 - ae more calls for are you? You've killed . . . 
too foolishly. a fs S es help...orTll mutilated innocent people 
The bomb | : kill everyone! . - murdered my Stewardess! /, 
went off in ~ ey What do you want? 
her hands 
before sh 
could even 
leave the 
cabin. Liquid 
fire bat 

-.. and 
half a hun- 


It was that | 

feeling of . A 

uneasy ‘ y { Be» ( 2 ‘ 

dread that } \ ens § Sa \ 5 j Rielieus!? The lunar 
had been 4 \, 5 i ep base Rielieus? You’re out 
pressing i : ee i, 4 a /\| of your mind. I have no 
me all day. ¢ Z een? ay < if , 7 authority to teleport 

I needed ie \ és anyone to a moon base! 


f Wa You'll get me Suddenly .. 
there . . . safely, it behind, the hijacker was 


j ; ee WN Ne 5 oh you want a single caught off-balance by a 
SS cE in! p ’ - a person to walle out Butey Dasgeneer Both 
a g of here alive. men toppled to the cabin 
k POZA ad rel Ne fs, lege oe floor eariplinis amid the 
I don't know how I eae 2 < ~ FF, You think I'm gore-splattered debris for 
knew, but the instant I Z > ] ee ‘ 2 a out of my mind!? the madman’s high fre- 
plo: I J Up ae: “ - h - Shit! I’m out of quency pistol. 
knew what it k = ‘ ea : A prison! But once I 

x reach the lunar base 

1 be in non-govern- 

mental domain. They 

can't send me back 


Ry He...he's 
@ still got the 
». Nooooooo! 


The fight was over quickly. And so were 

our chances of overpowering the man. 

any man who reac! for - oF We reacted too slowly, and there was 

tercom. ‘The maniae would ; i awe nothing to do but shield our faces from 

never allow Terminal Central to 4 - : the rain of blood, and pray to god that the 
know what was going down on 7 SS killing would end then and there. 

Flight 222. = 


—s 


You bastards 
are all going to 


burn for this! You! Fly 


boy! You and 
your fancy-pants 
navigator get 
your asses back 
to the cockpit. 


Before we 
could stop 

h: he 
madman had 
lobbed a sec- 
ond bomb in- 
to the crowd 
of screaming 
people. In- 
stantaneous 
flames en- 
gulfed the 
fourth cabin, 
and the 
retching odor 
of sizzling 
human flesh 
ripped 
through the 
entire sec- 
tion 


cockpit. I knew I was going to have to di 
ten and teleport the madman to the Uni’ 


I said move! I'll take 
aR care of your girl friend 
..- and the rest of these, 
tourists back here. 
~*~ 


. ~ 
| 
Sead 


the only way to get him off my flight before he killed 


oard. 


I J 
\yar 
ad ‘2 it coal 


aeg7 a 

I can’t do it! It'll take half \ 

It's impossible! an hour. Maybe, 
I don't even have - I E 
coordinates for 5 


You,'ve got 
three minutes 
to make the 


Tol 


You don’t think I 
know something about 
transporter units? You 


can do it. Get those 
readouts and lock 


Still there wasn't 
enough time! We were get- 
ting readbacks. It was a 
miracle that we were get- 
ting them, but t! man in 
charge was watching the 
Somehow the tower time. And it was getting 

control banks let away from us all-too quick- 

the figures go ly! 


feverishly worked 
out the priority 
overrides on our 
computers. 


—~Y 
~Goddamnit, man! 
Back off! We're 
locking in now 
but don’t push it! 


mister. . .! 


Your three minutes 
have begun. For every 
minute over the three 
I explode one of these 

in a different cabin. 

You've got three 
minutes and three 


aS 


x 
> 


/ You're twenty-five 
(_ seconds into your 


We're almost 
there. Please! 


The bastard knew we were lock- 

ing in on Rielius, but he smiled 

calmly, set the fuse on the gre- 

nade and walked toward doomed 
cabin number three. 


You son of a bitch! 


~~You're going to murder all) 


those innocent people! 


Carlin and those 
poor bastards 
trapped in the cabin 
never had a chance. 
The hijacker spun, 
carefully aimed his 
pistol, and fired 
once. My navigator 
was hurled six 
feet, his intestines 
trailing horribly out- 
side of his writhing 
body. 


He lay on his ba moaning f: 


when the madman toss 


another incendia 
passengers wi more fortunate than 
Carlin. At least their 


ths were in- 
stantaneous! 


One minute and 


thirty seconds into 
your passengers’ / I 
time, Captain, ¢ 


Pr 
‘epare to 


transport me, 
Captain. 


|: No way, 
shorthairs. They 
transport with me 


‘And they 
do it now! ¢ { 


Wait. Please 
Something's 


“Don't shit me, 
motherfucker. 
T'm in no mood 

for tricks. 


: by 
I don’t give a damn < 
what you think. I 

ou launched off 
my cabin just as much 
as you do. But I can’t 
get clearance to 
the moon! 


Your controls Fy 
have to be locked ~é-4 
in on something, ea | 


search station 
between the 

Earth and the 
moon. That's 
where I can 


‘The space 
station is 


there. They 

will let you 

proceed to 
wherever you 


As you know, we are in the 
in the hands of a hijacker. 
He's already killed half the 
passengers on this flight, and 
is willing to finish the job. 
Please keep still, don’t move 


urry! Sit down! 
Strap yourself in. 
And for god’s sake 


joont hurt any more4 
b A 


) ~ You just get us 
to that space station. Y] 
Who gets hurt depends, A 
on you, fly boy! 444 


ler 7102S 


everyone to the g] station 
orbiting Earth. Ss 
well, you should be back here 
safely, within the hour. 


But I need an 
extra set of hands 
to coordinate the 
locking mechanism. 
Before you strap 
in, help me! 


We've got exactly 
forty seconds to make the 
transport, or we have to 
reset the lock-in! That 
wheel is moving out 
there, man! 


I had one chance to stop the 

bastard, and I made it count. 

He fought desperately ... 

but no one was more desper- 
ate than I. 


Time became 
distorted. I had 
no cognizance of 
even what was 
transpiring. 


Suddenly, I knew my fingers 

gagging the life out of 

him. He was struggling vainly 
to get away. 


He won. He had but to throw a 
switch. I had to murder a 
man. 


His task proved infinitely 


“i, 7 easier. 


k A fk 
There was only one blood 1 


red thought raging 
through my mind... 


His entire concent 
was on ating the trans- 
porter. Mine was on killing 


SE 
I fought for my life. . . 
j those of what remained of |] 
sl my people. 


| Suddenly, the 
| device beamed on 
, teleportation had begun 


ee ee 


Must get to 
aseat! , 


He tore free of my 
raced 

eabin. The 

beginning their trip into 

His had yet to begi 

tk we leaving him behind! 


GZ TTLB 


A passenger has to make I hammered at the control panel 
bodily contact with the to stop him. To stop all of the: 
transporter canners 

situated within 

found an empt; 


| akSE 


PEA 
y/ 


pa 


But I wa: 


It was hours 
before anyone could 
get out there to 
bring those people 
in. They... only 
found a few .. .! 


Lie yal 


The others \| 
became no more 


than eternally 
floating specks 
of space dust. 


too late! I couldn't 
reverse the ionic procedure once 
it had begun. 


A twinkling of an eye later 
... and I was alone. It was 
over. For all of them. 


From the time I'd 
locked in on the 
massive space 
wheel, I had forty 
seconds before the 
wheel rotated out 


fought for perhaps 
. two minutes. 


C 


Every passenge 
aboard was 
beamed to a pin- 
point in outer 
space... and 
missed the wheel 
by one hundred 
meters 


=z 


Upon review of ex- 
Captain Kerry 
Douglas’ formal 
report of the hi- 
jacking incident 
aboard Flight 222, 
I can only advise 
that the court case 
as con- 
sidered previously. 
The charge re- 
mains: Indictment 
of Douglas on the 
charge of man- 
slaughter and 
negligent homicide 
of all passengers 
aboard ht . 
—Filed by Termi- 
nal Teleport Au- 
thority Chief, G. L. 
Snead. famed 
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Mr. Ulster... Miss 


Lincoln. We're ready. 


All you have to do is 
undress for the 


It’s such a big 
step. Seems like 
there should be 

more preparation 
than just getting 
undressed. 


But I'm) 
afraid... 
a little. 


afraid a lot, 
sweetheart. 
Do you want 
to change 
your mind? 


SE 
Bea 
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ts 


tion. Today 
first cryonaut 
\ launches . . . into 
tomorrow. 


Preparation? Jan, 
the preparation for 
what we're about to 
do has been going on 
for twelve years . . . at 
a cost of one and 
a half billion 
dollars. 


eternity without 
you? No, Klaus, I 
love you too much. 


WKY future begins. 
Ny Cryogenic sleep. 
Suspended anima- 
... the 


Trust me, 
baby. If we 
are ever to escape 
the madness above, 
this is the 


our cryonaut 
crew. Two perfect 
specimens of the 
twentieth century. 


Humans launching 


toward the hope 


As you sleep, you will be 
otected from any outside 
iuences. Do not be troubled. 
Go... and find peace . . . wherever 
it may be. 


“Sleep well, Klaus 
Ulster. Forget 
the hate, the 


“_.. Sleep past 
the death we 
hurry to bring 
upon 

ourselves . 


All the electronic 
machinery is automatic 
from here on. Everything 
is set to operate until... 
perhaps the end of 
time. 


Goodbye, 
Doctor. And thank 
you... for both 


past the horror, 

the hunger, the 
disease, the 
dying... 


“Carry the arts, the 
sciences, the dreams, the 
good of our civilization 
into the future . . . until you 
find a world that will 
cherish them.” 


‘waking 
up. But it’s... 
too soon! 


I'll check the 
equipment... what? 
Wait a minute! This 

can’t be right! 


That time lapse unit 
reads that we've been 
asleep for . . . my god! 


K-Klaus? 
Darling, is it 
time to get up 

already? 


I...Idon’t 
think so. We 
haven't been 
asleep long 
enough. 


Something's 
gone wrong! 


Jan... we've 
slept for... one 


hundred twenty- 
seven... THOUSAND 


years!! The 
machinery went 
crazy! We slept 
too long! What 


Klaus .. . it’s 
all right! It doesn’t 
matter! 


We're still alive . . - 

and healthy. We've 

beaten them, don't 
you see? 


As to 
what we're 
going todo... 


... It’s been a 
hundred twenty- 
seven thousand 
years since we've 
made love. _4 —_ 
Zz 
It’s time = mae” 
christened our )\§ 
new world. W 


Klaus . . . will 
we really find 
what we've been 
searching for 
nere? Peace / know. I don't 

‘at last? /even know if the 

time-lapse read- 

outs are correct. 

We might have 

only slept 
a week. 


They went by so How did you 
fast. But they z know that? Yes, 
frightened dreams, too? ee I saw mankind 
. So did I! They < finally blow the 
were terrible! NU entire world out 
I saw wars, of existence . . .! 
disease, 
death... 


§ They can’t get us 
anymore, Jan. That's 


why we escaped to the 
future . . . to be free 
of the warmakers’ 


Jan! The 
elevator door 


But Klaus slept too 
long, searched too 


far... for “peace.” 


He had slept 
through the holo- 
caust, when they 
blew the earth away. 
He had slept past 
doomsday. 


Klaus Ulster had bought eternity 
s race to search for safety. 


And that is what Klaus Ulster found. 


And when Klaus Ulster finally woke up . . . he 
caught up to what everyone else found over 
95,000 years ago. . . peace. 


The peace, the safety of total extinction. That 
was the eternity that Klaus Ulster bought! 


pelle Wl \ PE: Fee ENS Tf. Tee span | 


aa Just after earth's 
glorious third great 
4 war, about the same 
time that the bright 
green plutonium \ ] 


clouds were still 1 
frolicking vivaciously 

ver the crater-pocked 

alley which had once 


been known as the I 
Great Plains, a new 

| breed of humanoid 
made his inauspicious 
debut among the 
myriad of unsightly 
muties which 
slithered, stumbled, 
staggered and fell out 
of the war-ravaged 
pe zones. 


RC =e 


me ales many of the 
other survivors who 
had been marinated 
exhaustively in the 
plutonium-soaked at- 
mosphere, and who 
found their corporeal 
forms melted into 
every conceivable 
shape that the human 
body could be twisted 
into (and some that it 
could not), this new 
breed of humanoid, for 
some inexplicable 
reason, found it’s 
genes altered ina 
manner which endow- @y” 
ed these creatures 

* with strange abilities, 
the like of which had 
only been previously 
seen in Greek legends 
and American funny 
books. 


‘Those who remem- 
bered the pre-war 
times called this new 
breed of humanoid 
supermen. Truth be 
told, however, these 
overly-endowed mu- 
ties, while indeed pos- 
sessing abilities far * Some went so far as to call the super mutes ugly, and, by the 
beyond those of mor- Recas first century, had passed bills which prevented them 

2 tal men, retained none _ from voting, owning property and marrying any white man’s 
of the physical perfec- 4 daughter. In retaliation for this niggardly treatment, the 
tion nor consummate mutes established their own organization, T.I.P.S., The 
charismatic appeal of planetary Protector’s Society, and migrated to worlds 
their four-color prede- outside of Earth’s immediate sphere of influence... to worlds @, 
cessors. where their abilities would be much more appreciated. 
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Well, here we are, Jas, : Se It’s going on three weeks 
f@/ on wonderful Eden IV doing the Tarzan now, and the only hassle we've had so 
bit, and pulling the cushiest Planet far has been stepping in a dozen or so 
luty in the books! = oversized lizard turds! 


Protector 


I don’t know how 
you do it, Kai! I'm just 
a dumb sapient psi jewel 
but it seems to me that you 
should have drawn one of the 
outer sludge worlds, what 
with the way you kept 
fucking up i : heroes 


basic’! 


Sheeeee-it, Jas! 
Basic was a joke! All 
that “up, up and away” 
crap went out with hoola 
hoops and pop rocks! This 
is the life I was meant 
for... and the great 
mutie gods are just 
lookin’ over me! 


Hmmmmm! Not bad! She’s 
the first native specimen I've seen 
with a set of jalamas that bounce 

instead of flop! 


> for 
you, but I need some action! 
Us sapient psis need our 
exercise or we turn 
to jelly! 


{/ Looks like you'll be 
pong, your wish, Jas. 

{ ere’s a hot to trot twat 
s off the port bough! 


I've told you... Idon’t = 
know Kaiser Warduke! Please 
leave me alone! 


My psychic sensors indicate 
that he’s in this area somewhere! 
I demand you reveal the blond 

one’s whereabouts! s 


Yes, oh woman 


{ with the mammaries like | 


melons .. - 5 


A bit louder and 
{ with more feeling! 
He must hear you! 


Warduke, wherever you 
are! T.LP.S.Central has 
made a computer error! This 
frontier world has not 
been cleared for champion 

__protectorship! 
Ne 
PO Trare ae 
bio-environmental hazards 
here which may prove deadly! 
You must depart at once! I 
have all the necessary 
» paperwork in my starship. 


But the only way to find out 
is to get down there and 
see what ol’ fish-face is up to! 


What do yor 
think, Kai? 


+ 

‘He apparently will not answer,* 
my voluptuous one. Perhaps if I 
rip you limb from bloody limb, 
he will respond! 3 


—y 


wing 
use such harsh 
measures. But 
I must contact 
Warduke in the 


maggot balls... 
your creepy claws 
off of me! 


! At last we meet! lam 
Vomitrix, T.I.P.S special field 
agent! My power is extreme 

incapacitating oral odor! 


Heads up, barf-breath! 
It’s the world champ to the 


got to be some kind 
of trick. I've a 
written agreement 
with the Inter- 
planetary Protector 
Society. Eden is 
mine until the 
day I step off 
the planet! 


{ 


Obviously, someone wants 
me out of the way so they 
can take over my turf! 


/ Excellent! Then 
( we shall settle this 


I will beat the 
crap out of you and drag 
you back to my vessel! 


Now poor Vomitrix 
is going to splatter 
all over those pretty 
purple rocks below! 


H-Hey! 
Fight fair! Put 
me down! 


the view? I 
call it Kaiser 
Valley ... my 

secret head- 


scum nuts! You 
couldn't lick a 
paraplegic 
teddy bear! 
SS) 
Allow me to '‘“ 
prove my point! 


You're safe now, miss! I’m the 


i indispensable Kaiser Warduke, and this Wugbagtl hi 


talking psi jewel is the ever-faithful 
jasper Gemstone . . . at your service! Tell 

me, what are you doing all alone in eo to aoa 
this verdant wilderness? —_ ‘the | old gare 

4 4 so you can 

vicariously 

et your 

Fock off! 


Oh, Kaiser Warduke . . . Ihave 
heard the jungle drums speak 
ur name often! I have searched 
the jungle for days to find 
you - . . living only on roots 
and berries! 


But this isn’t 
the time for a 
seduction number. 
That comes later. 
Right now, this 
little lady needs 
my help! 


. my name is Nymphina 
and I need your 
help! 


It’s a T.1-PS.Command 
Ship! I'd recognize that 
second-rate construction any- 
where! It's probably here to 
investigate the incident 

ith Vomitrix! 


Don’t worry, Nymph. 
Whatever your troubles, you 
can count on Jas and Kai to 

see you through! 


Er... Ihate to : 
interrupt, lover boy, but 
it looks like we've got more 
trouble headed our way! 
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‘The last thing I need 
‘on my record is a charge of 
Champion brutality! There's 
too many bleeding heart 
liberals in the galaxy who 
might hold my violent 
ways against me! 


a 
- tak Only thingtodoisget 
ae ‘down there and set the record straight’ 
: On the way, you can tell me where you 
learned the Terran Basic. You mouth 
the lingo like a hard-core pro. 


A wandering Moonie i 
missionary taught me . . . before he Wi 
@ was slain on a religious pilgrimage 
A to sell candy and incense to a 
neighboring hamlet. 


{ A wild sabre-tooth 
tiger ate him! 


Yeah, those big cats can 
be nasty! I adopted one once myself. 
I thought it might augment my image 
‘as Lord of Kaiser Valley! 


The damned thing kept 
crapping all over my treehouse floor. 
So I barbecued it and lived fat 
for a week! 


But enough mind excursions down 
memory lane. There’s the TLP.S. ship, 
sitting pretty and waiting for us! 


a8 I'm sure they can't be too 
help you over this fossilized great for the mighty Kaiser 
Gigantosaurus dropping! _/ | Warduke to solve . 


Warning! Warning! , Sas ¥ 
Danger ahead...! 7 fj / y 
ff fist 


ae 
‘After I file my official 3 appreciation, maj 
report, you can tell me all let us nibble for awhile on those 
IX ample “fruits” you're 
cultivating. 


companionship 

for so long, 

it’s starting 

to affect his 

usually 

emotionless Relax, Jas! They've J 

temperament! / probably sent in their top brass 
but I’m sure he’s not! 


Tt is my job to see why your ~~“ 
departure has been delayed. Did not 
my loyal cousin, Vomitrix, inform 

you of your imminent ———— 


ie 
“a 
Cousin, huh? Ithought “Sy 
Inoted a family resemblance 
in the ugly department! 


t blk ed of 
‘The natives eagerly await you Se a 
! S 


7 The cesspool of the 
outer galaxy?! That's 
like kicking me off 
Tahiti in exchange for 
Hoboken, New Jersey! 


Oh, but I SY 
think youare! } 


 bio-electromagnetic WYy 
a 14. Kat 


‘Then it’s time 


7) ARMAGEDDON 


‘You stand no chance 

against me! Again, I implore you ) 
to leave this sphere! It lacks a 

by_T.LP.S. security clearance! 


‘Your safety cannot you're the one } \— 
be assured! who's gonna 
wish he i 


Wit 


! 1 am an area rep! 


‘Y Ihave served as champion protector } 


on a dozen different worlds! 


Good shooting, Jasper! 
You nailed him right between 
the nostrils! 


Scratch another phoney 4 
area rep. Now if you'll excuse 
me Nymph, I've got to contact 
IBS. S. Central and inform 
an about these imposters. <A) 


V7 ah, perhaps 
] they were not 
imposters, 


What do you mean 
not imposters? of 
course they were! 7 


How naive a world champion can be! 

It is your curse and my blessing, Kaiser 
Warduke, that we have been brought together. 
You never realized that your own people 
were trying to save you from .. . me! 


~ when my powers] 
as you will see, are 
far superior to your 
own! 


Whoa, Kai! ‘i - weak . 
oa, Kail we 


That's a case of my powers . 
hot lips if ever fading W-what is 
I've seen one! happening? JJ 


HA HA HA! 
Now, Kaiser 
Warduke ... 

your strength, 

your powers . 

and your world { 


I, 
Y ba 


From you? What \ 
are you talking? 
You got a bad case 
of the clap or some- 


I'm afraid it 

is nothing so simple. 

You see, Kaiser... I 

envy your power. And 
uz want it! 


Search me! 
Her aura looks 
normal enough 


I, too, ama mutant, 
my hero. But one who has 
been overlooked far too 
Jong. While clods like you 
pull these cushy paradise 
assignments, I've had to 
pull drudge duty on 
second class worlds . 


incredibl 
sueows. 
powers, 
have sucked 
your very 
essence 


corporeal 


me Fellatio 
Lass for 


Deep beneath the Earth, in a secret underground com- 

plex, the fanatical Father Dove runs amok. . . smash- 

ing vials of man-made life ... the only hope of a 
devestated . . . 


This is the devil's 
lair! You must be scourged 
for this obscenity 

against god! © ~ 


Wait! Listen 
to reason! 


This lab is the last hope of Professor Hargrove is 

mankind! If the human race is to your creator! You must 
survive, we must recover our listen to him! His 

genetic stability! We must experiments are for the 
repopulate the Earth! good of the world! 


My creator!? 

BLASPHEMER! 

The Almighty is 
my creator! 


Author: JAN STRNAD / Illustrator: RICHARD CORBEN 


You do the De 
work! For you! 
ou must die! 


i * . Get me over to monitoring. 
Our dream is falling apart at ungodly project right now! 
the seams! Our hopes crumbling! 


Professor . . . 
. you can't! 


Meanwhile, in another section of the flutter, his sluggish 
complex, a bedridden mutant strug- 8 to focus. Then he re- 
gles with single-minded determina- | | members. His name is Dimento. 


tion to throw aside his thin veil of | | He docs not belong in this 
strange steel bunker. 


ss ee ee 


WAST) 


Hold it, 
scumbag! 
wr tp. : 


Don't let 
him eseape! | : AGGGGHHH! 
ie N-No hurt 
D-Dimento! Break 
his ass! 


We'll teach 
him not to fuck 
with us! 


Rip off his 
mutie face! 


oa 
What the | 
yf hell's going 
on in here? | 


Get back! All of you! ; : ‘Goadanai 
Leave this poor bastard ignorant 
alone! He's hurt! eR ! brutes! 


Take it easy, 
big guy! You'll be 
okay now! 


You big dummy. 
I don’t know how you got 
in here. But we'll get 
you topside in a jiffy! 


I'm going to have to W-Woman .. . still inside! Mi You can't go\back there! 
leave you now, pal. Dimento must find her! Yon don'e Belong! ‘They'll| 
You're on you're own! : Her am .. . friend! ! 


Dimento 
go! 


Dimento 
stay! 


They . . . they told me 
what you did. You saved 
my lifé. I... Idon't know 
how I'll ever repay you. 


You am try to trick Dimento! 
you want woman for yourself! But 
woman am Dimento's friend! 


Your friend!? Wh; 
you dumb mutie! Don't 
you know the score? 


‘No girl would 
touch a mutie like you 
with a ten foot pole! 


4 Forget the mutant! 
Ungrateful son of a i 
bitch! After everything . Come away: veith me, 
I've done for him—! re nies Okay? 


leave him! 


Beyond the remotest galaxy, on 
a small blue planet nestled be- 


4] tween the folds of space, the out- £ 


worlder and the woman regard 
their dream-like surroundings. 


The Planet: By every measure 
nown, it is an extraordinary 
world. Beautiful, mystical, 
threatening—a place of won- 
ders, dazzling landscapes, and 
stark mortality. Extraordinary 
too in that this world was 
created not by gods ... but by 
men. 
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The Outworlder: Called Zev, he R 


is here on what he believes is a 
routine survey of the planet. 
‘| Though ill-trained and ill- 
equipped for the job, Zev finds 
he is taking areal interest in the 
place, and dutifully attends his 
assigned task. But that is not 
his real mission here. And Zev is 
not his real name. 


T can 


The Woman: Rena, the mysteri 
ous native Zev snatched from 
the jaws of a tyrannosaur. De- 
spite Zev's best efforts to break 
their language barrier, he is 


unable to learn anything about fs 


the girl. He fears she may be 
retarded. 


Be van 1 
The Dark Force: Unwittingly 
provoked by Zev’s race, it 
reaches across the face of the 
Universe, annihilating all it 
touches. Unknown to Zev, the 
fate of his entire race has been 
placed in his hands; its survival 
depending solely on the outcome 

of his mission here, at... 
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4 of planc : 
nefit of contem- 


a In meantime, observa- 
tion of subject contin- If you must 
ues w/o deviation from the surprise, 
programoo \ it’s a meat pie 
with a topping of 
delicious fruit 


I still do not 
ee your See 
i i i but I do know now that 
ou imbecile! Did you 
inagine you. were the baer ce ensted: I need 
‘ oe tic seceee me - Zev. To The Colony. 
aR Today . . . right away. 
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SY, Wg, 
TA >| 2 EER 
y ut why di 
\ I tell you before that I a" 
could converse with you? explanations later. | 
Because I did not trust ‘Eat now .. . you're going) 
Sr might be with the" Strength fo¥ the 
ight be with th 
throwbacks. = »_ Journey ahead. “5 


Before Zev has time to recover from 
Rena’s new-found linguistics, she 
has provisions packed for the three- 
day journey back to her home. In 
large, undigestable portions, Zev 
learns from Rena that there is quite 
alot more to this fascinating world 
than he had even surmised. Zev 
swallows what he can as they head 
northward . . . to The Colony. 


Evidently, the population of the pla- 
net is divided into the throwbacks 
and the enlighteneds. Rena, an en- 
lightened, explains that her people 
are the last bastion of civilization 
here, increasingly under attack by 
the brutish and uncivilized throw- 
backs. But who—or what—are the 
throwbacks, wonders Zev? For that 
matter, who—or what—are the en- 

| lighteneds? 

5S 


Rena explains that those questions 

are best left to The Colony priests to // 

answer. They climb without a word 

between them after that, lost in 

thought, never noticing the bril- 

liant silver craft hovering above 
them. 


Zev, at least, was headed for Rena’s 
homeland. He had. been curious 
about it, of course, but never did he [7 
suspect it would be an Atlantis—a 
center of science on this prehistoric 
world. Zev wets his lips .. . trying 
to think of respectable questions to 


So absorbed in his own thoughts is 
Zev, that he fails to notice the band 
of hostiles laying in wait, their pri- 
mitive minds focused solely on the 
most primitive act of . . . murder! 


THROWBACKS! 
Zev, I know this 
tribe! They'll 


that ain’t about \=2= 
the eniiriondiest my 
thing I've ever 
heard of . . .!. 


fi plan to browbeat 

‘{ us with their weighty 
commentary, I just /) 
don’t see how they f 


can do it! 


on the trigger, 
weren't you, 


Please, good 

people .. . could you 
€ share some food 
Seite for my family . . 


hold 
clo: 
light. Ze: 


throwbacks, Zev. 4 

They are outlanders. Wy 
Farmers who work 
for The Colony. A 


Sodbusters, 
eh? Couldn't have 
been much of a 


us of everything. 
If you are goingto 
The Colony, pray £ 


e But they 
are so ignorant. = 
What power could \O-€ =>) 
banding them if ((\ 


= 
be SS iy 
. together? 2 


as I thought. ~ 
The throwbacks 
are making 
organized attacks | 
to destroy The 
Colony’s food 


od. j 


It is the ' 
comet! Hanging 
above us in the 
sky... That is 

where the evil 


let us come 


As food is given 
to the out- 
landers, they 
tell Zev and 
Rena horrid 
tales of massa- 
cre at the 
hands of the 
throwbacks. 
Constant raids 
on their farms 
and livestock 
have made life 
in the outlands 
intolerable. 


We must go Se 
to The Colony, and 
pray. Only with our 
prayers may we hope 
to drive off the 
comet and the evil 
that guides the 


is not 
our way to judge 


without wings! 
bt 


It’s only a ship, 
woman. A metal machine. Not 
evil, not causing the throw- 
backs to attack you! 


about any comet, = T’ve been so f 
but if you're scared ie busy on this world, It is death, my son. 
of the throwbacks, + I haven't even thought It is the doom of 
you can certain! about it. I've forgotten civilization . . . unless we can 
come wi— What?! IX, how Little time I IN appease the angry gods! J] 
have left! 
Sa 
And high above them, the robot orbiter With first light, Zev breaks camp to resume the 
monitors every action, every thought on the journey to the Colony. 
face of the planet. The data flies through its 
computers at unimaginable speed, searching i/ Ineed these people 
desperately for answers as time wears thin. along like I need an 
extra head. But maybe 
: it won't be so bad. Cho “& 


: Wake up, 


3 > &( daughter. It's 
[pas time to go. 


journey goes ci 
{ without incident, 3 
* for the occasional am- 
bush by man-eating 
r Y 


For the love Zz Hang on, 
of Mike. Isn’t “A little sister. TU 
there atreeon Bj 2 have you out in no time. 
this entire planet . 


\ I'm getting real 
that doesn't eat * good at this. 
a Dy, q 


r 
whelms Zev, who 
is not nearly pre- 


your colony!? 
Lord, the rent must 


My dear daughter, 
I rejoice in your return. 

Long you've been gone. But y Dy ge” Here you will find 
... where is Bomo? Where is many answers, Zev. Since 
your brother? the time we fled our world, many 

= generations ago—cast out by 
What is your our small-minded persecutors— 
tribe, Zev? You do we of The Colony have prided 
not bear the features ourselves on our science and 


\ of any I recognize. 


How went your 
mission among the 
savages? Did you 
learn anything? 


Very little, I 
fear, father. Bomo and I 
infiltrated the frontier 
tribes, spending some weeks 
with them before they 
discovered us. 


My tribe is... 


r not from around here. 
Bless you, my friend. ~Q!. ma traveler an interested There is no 
You are an honored guest \¢ observer. I'm here because I doubt that someone— 
here. Come... all of you... was curious to see Rena’s something—is 
homeland. I have many the throwbacks into 


A questions. g revolt . 


Wika 
Y The savages 
want nothing of 
civilization. 5 

as we may to bring 
enlightenment 

to their dim 
brains, they still 
regard us as 
enemies. 


Snitch and I are from 


that “comet,” as everybody's Y, 


been calling it. We, too, come 
from another planet, here to 
. learn the ways of your 


My eyes 
see clearly now! 
The traitor is in 
our very midst! 
Guards, seize the 
outworlder! 


THE BLOODY B 
LAZES ».. 1 


obviously men of science. 4y Yf 


lif 


MI, 


You are from the 
4 comet? Our ancestors 
came upon a comet. 
Perhaps you come 
from the gory © 


Perhaps... perhaps 
you were even sent here 


Ss} y our persecutors to spy on us! 


erhaps you are the devil who 
is causing the savages to 
destroy us!! 


LUE 
1 


Snitch? 
You on this rail- 


somehow. you to get inside The \ 
Colony. Do you not see it? 'm 
sorry, Rena... but that is 
my final decision. 


Well, ain’t this . —_ 
a fine pickle? Just : I must remind 
when you learn the game, 9 you, Zev, that you 
and you think you're winning, volunteered for this 


somebody changes assignment. You knew 
the rules! there would be risks. 4 


enlightenment, my ass. 
Those are just a bunch of 
damn crazy missionaries, 


the savages want the: 
off their planet. 


Noa 


> 
Zz 
yy Oh shit! <A 
Somebody let the 
big doggie off his 
chain! We're in 
for it now, Snitch! / 


Don’t moye... or 
Tm liable to cut 
your hands off. 


Way ahead 


of you, little 
yp buddy! 


By the Seven ~ 
i 7/ Holies, the outworlder 
has unleashed the 
terrible one upon us! 


n 

| The Colony explodes in blind panic, stampeding, N 
crushing themselves as they pile into the exits. 
The monster could not have asked for a more 

e convenient meal. 


Taking a more difficult cour: But a week later, Rena still has not re- 
but a far safer one, Zev bails out of a yi turned to the house she and Zev have 
window, scaling down the cliff. Snitch constructed. 

follows, but Rena is lost in the shuff! 


Zev resists the urge to go back after her, |f 
knowing that if she can survive the trample, 
she will know where to find him. 


=i 


—/ 
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3) 
ei 
i3? 
4 


a) 


E\ il § 
a i 


—capital of the Khalian empire, crest-jewel 
among the many cities of the Antediluvian world. 


| Alizarr . . . at the crossroads of the trade routes 
from Nepthys and the fertile valleys of Baal- 


zarra. 
Alizarr ... host to men of ambition and 
treachery, and women of strange skills and 
desires. 


Dip Ne Soa —\_— eT lm 


oa Author and Illustrator: FRANK THORNE 
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Perhaps it is fitting that this crown city of a profane goddess 
should be threatened by the Trollian hoardes from the north. 
The invaders have hammered on the walls of Alizarr since the 
crescent moon grew full. The citizens of the eternal city pray 
to Tammuz as the army of King Khalia does battle with the 
sub-human scourge. 


at was your city 
be no more, oh Tammuz. 
at then? What of 
shippers a 
king? And what of your knaves 
and wizard: 


In the royal bedchamber of the palace, Ghita, King Khalia’s favorite, 
enjoys a turn with an old friend, Thenef, the court wizard. ‘‘What of it.” 
she muses. ‘Let the Troll armies run through the city. They are welcome to 
it. I know the streets and alleys well. I'll wager the sisterhood is at plying their 
trade even as the walls of the city are covered with Trollish infantry. I would be doing 
the same were it not for the chance of pleasing Khalia on a night in the whore’s quarters.” 


In fact, Thenef, the 
sisters have told me that 4 
Trolls might make satisfactory] f )( 
lovers in spite of their y 


try it anyway. 
They soon may have 
the 0] ‘ity 
tibet fails 
to stop the 
siege. 


55 


‘ven so, bedding 


Nesters at with a Troll couldn't be 


humbug. The King) | much worse than bedding 
a wizard sot with 
ginmead. 


will save us all 


\y That may be awhile 
in coming. By the looks 
of things, the waning moon 
will see all of Alizarr 
praising Nergal’s name. 


sorcery, but you are 


y Our king becomes a 
a considerate lover. 


stallion when flushed 


4 


Come now, Thenef, A eS 
jowarenif thetiold. from battle and I'll take 
‘ou may be inept at my share of heroic tumbumping. 
: Zz 
with victory. J 


N Kan 


Nergal. The image of 
the troll god flashes 
through Ghita’s mind. 
“The ugliest deity 
since Baal,” she 
claims. “His icon looks 
like a squat, bloated 
toad with a queer look 
about him. I'd judge 
he’s missing a jung, or 
mayhap has none at all 
..- in which case 
Nergal would be a god- 
dess!”" 

As a small girl, Ghita 
played with the trollish 
offspring along the 


riverbanks outside the 
walls of Alizarr. 

In those days it was 
safe to follow the 
river’s course into the 
Trollands. The trollish 
children talked of the 
day that Nergal would 
be worshipped in every 
city within reach of the 
expanding Troll armies. 
“Tammuz or Nergal, 
what’s the difference, 
Thenef?” snorts Ghita. 
“The priests of both 

are the richest and fat- 
test swine in either land.” 


=U? Hear, oh Tam- 
ee vee stan- 
&, -bearer takes x 
a a spear through D 
<C> his belly. If he ~< 
must die, so be it. 
Heathen gods care 


less for kings 
than ordinary men. 


Ghita car 
ber dot nd 
the corrid 
eh Thens 


ully open 2 
yo step out int 
like the old de 

Ghita muses as th 
rd the eating saloo! 
hing on the sly. 


bumping in the 
the King is at F 

6 of being caught 
adds the spice to either game.” 


ample for the 
sharing of 


Word of this will 
send Khalia’s troops 


Ah, little pigeon, 
do I detect a 
sudden interest in 
affairs of state? 


She does not answer Thenef's query, and he notice 
that Ghita, the King’s street-wise courtesan, is be- 
ginning to show some concern for her fate, if not 
the destiny of Alizarr. Thenef speaks as they rush 
toward the arm y, “Trollish emperors are celi- 
bate, and wizards considered enemies of Ner- 
gal. We'll both be back to picking pockets by new 


moon's time.” 


Thenef! Ghita! 
Khalia lies 
mortally 
wounded in the 
armory! He 
wishes you 
comes to his 
side! 


Khalia lay upon a long table in the weapons room at the 

base of Ravelin wall. The King's generals and chancel- 

lors have begun to arrive as the k spectre of death 
and devouring Trollhoardes loom over all. 


lies prostrate. 
I must forfeit 


Ghita catches Thenef’s eye. She winks at him. the old faker has managed to pull it 
off right to the end. Khalia will die believing he has had a true magician living in 
his wizard's tower. Poor Khalia; had your purse been stolen, Thenef’s hand could 

have restored it, for likely it would have been him that was the thief. 


Thenef, your knowledge 
of magic will serve an 


The defense 

of Alizarr must 
have strong temples from 
leadership. A : desecration . . . 


But, sire! He 
was slain in the 
full flower of his 
manhood, upon the 
battlements of this 
city. His mummified 
corpse lies in the 
burial vaults 
beneath the 


phenet, you | 
with your magic 
will restore life 


Le 


Come, Thenef \ i 

come, Ghita. Ey! 
Se 

eX 

oo %. 


Ghanil, Kebz. . . 
carry me to 
the catacombs. 
Come, Locknor, 
Ento, Azotus. 
Haste, we have 


Ghita studies th 
form of the old ma 
gician as the retir 
ue follows Khalia 
down the great 
serpentine steps 0 
stone that leads to 
the grottos beneath 
the palace. Poor 
Thenef, she thinks. 
The court dwarves 
would do as well at 
bringing an- 


Dagon back from 
ill 


the dead. What v 
protect him as his 


pells go wanting’ 
Chanil will tromp 
him underfoot 
ZA. 


I remember 
fi saw him. Hi 


performer's 


f the god 
d any powe 
beyond s 
pees 


y to them for 


your deliverance. 
ZA\ 


e 
the Antediluy: . Ghita had Your wizardry The E: 

leadly swath that war had left AS will be aided by wee eee 
young child she became hardened to dying and this ancient Urdian recognize it. It 
dissolution. In her ninth 7 folds the secrete 
plague swept through the i A\. of the stars. 
Her entire family was 5 
bloated cx es. Ghita fled the 

the bodi of b kin _unburi 
returned. The sight of Khan- 
floods her mind with visior 
atiny figure stumbling acr 

brutish lands 


cost me seven 
of Ghita’s skills 
to obtain it. The 
best of the lot 
had two pairs 
of breasts. 


well of him. He 
often spoke of the 

multi-breasted 
women of Delzur. 


Enough talk of 
women's teats. On with 
the spells. Here is the 


gem! 
Take the gem and 
thrust it into 
the solar plexus 


x 


See, oh Tammuz? The old 
fool begins The Ritual! 
‘True, he be not ignorant of 
the rite. It remains that he 
is unskilled. If there be any 
result at all, oh Tammuz, 
look to the gemstone and 
not to the mage. 


Give me 
the stone! 


An eerie glow surrounds ... as Ghita briefly holds ... and then plunges it 
the jewel . . . the gem above the corpse deep into the fetid mass! 


Tell us, oh 


what do 
<C} you think — 
ee of your 
handiwork? 


‘They! 


6) i Pees ‘He be h 
Thenef, I've not seen _like an ox. , 
a body like that in mistaking him. His 
all my travels! 


tne 


Nay! Til take W/ Myi 
(the woman first! ! 


King Khalie orders Kebz and Ghanil to bring him closer to the resurrected general. Alas, gone 
is Khan-Dagon’s taste for battle. He lunges at the woman. 


Your city needs you, oh ‘The breasts! 
mighty Khan, to command her 4 5 a , The gods would 
armies once again suck upon them— 
against the—! fi after me! 


With a murderous swee| 


of his great arm, the huge warrior 
strikes 


alia a death blow. 


The King is dead! Who 
reigns now, oh Tam- 
muz? Surely not this 
lust-soaked giant or the 
inept wizard. Pray look 
to the golden-haried 
wench. Do not too soon 
dismiss her expecta- 
tions. 


Thenef deals with the crisis in his 
usual manner; he takes a swig of gin- 
mead. His first taste of strong drink 

was early in his youth. 

His father had been a middlepriest of 

Paz, a rural Nepthian god. Young 

Thenef rebelled against a strict upbringing. 
In his eleventh year he left the temple 
compound and headed for Alizarr to seek 
his fortune. Thenef was clever, as was 
Ghita. They both endured. They were 
survivors in the black night of history. 


The old wizard has never been known for 

acts of bravery. Nor is he insensitive to 

Ghita’s plight. He is helpless. He knows 
that Khan-Dagon will ravage her... 


IS 
AW 


All flee the death chamber, leaving Thenef the 

only witness to the sport of Khan-Dagon, Near- 

by, the body of the King seems afloat ina pool of 
blood. 


ig of ginmead and notes 
still strapped to Kha! 


Bellus! Ishtar! 
Nebo! Islum! The 
avenue of 


DEMONS 
AND—! 


Thenef moves cautiously towards Khalia’s 


body. He pauses and studies Ghita’s writhing 


form. What is the bond that has kept the old 
wizard and the harlot together? 


Nil 


If he loved her, then he would die for her. He 

would attack Khan-Dagon with Khalia’s dag- 

ger... and be stomped into the stone floor 
like an insect! 


No, Thenef is too much the coward. Perhaps he does love her and fears she will laugh at 
him for expressing it. Sliding the knife to her is so like their relationship; a remote 
dependence between two proud wanderers. 


Thenef and Ghita, a bizarre combination in 
a fantastic world. So it would be: A fraudu- 
lent wizard and the mistress of a dead king. 


WZEZZZ 
B 


Mo 
Wa 


Then let it be proclaimed in blood! Ghita 
drives the royal blade deep into the flesh of 


the heaving brute, exchanging stroke for 
stroke, until . 


... Khan-Dagon stiffens! A thunderous 
bellow of rage and anguish echoes through 
the damp catacombs. The blood streaming 
from Dagon’s body turns into hissing 
sprays of red dust. 
we 


Farewell again, Khan-Dagon! Your second 

death is far less noble than your first, upon 

the walls of Alizarr, defending the shrines 
of Holy Tammuz. 


Thenef ... get 
this sack of dung 
off 


Ghita remains motionless as Thenef removes 
the mummified carcass. She slowly raises 
her left forearm. 


The gem that Ghita so recklessly thrust into 
Khan-Dagon's corpse rests upon her sweating 
belly. 


By the fates, ‘We must quickly 
Thenef, he was }F leave this place. 
i The Trolls are 
ing through 
the streets 
above us. 


Without strong 


command they will have 
quit the city to save 
their own necks. We must 
do the same. Mind you, 
wizard, we will be 
on our own! 


Thenef, old 
friend, we are 
in for a fight to 


save our skins. 


The warriors who owned 
these weapons are waiting 
in their tombs to use 
them again in the 
afterlife. 


But perhaps we 
will not have to 
use them. Khalia 
had a tunnel dug 
to a hidden area 


Yes, old wizard. 
Fight you will, and 
with a she-panther 
at your side. But not 
before you meet 
Dahib, the half-troll, 
in the tunnels 
beneath the bloody 
streets of Alizarr . 


4 The canyon was desolately quiet. In the brown clay basin, 

\G past the ultraviolet rocks, a warship glistened brilliantly, |, 

] complimenting the reflected rays of the afternoon's ochre 
sun, silent after its long voyage halfway around a world. 


a | aT all 4 
Hidden in the lush crimson foliage not far away, a cluster 
of men nervously snapped back the bolts of their rifles. The 
weapons, clearly non-regulation, appropriated from the 
\Y stilled unfortunates of a hundred forgotten battles, were 
\ \ leveled but not really aimed at the warship . . . which was 
clearly Fempire! 


SoC 


Suddenly, the vessel's hatch opened, and the women pass- 
ed through. Six of them, cautiously at first. They were arm- 


4 


At this distance, Zincor had no easy shot. He 
selected one of the women in the forefront, 
and centered the crosshairs somewhere just fy 
below her left breast. He waited a moment, 
jj until he was sure, then slowly squeezed the 
trigger. 


See 


4 es | = 
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Lt 


Zincor had heard rumors that women were slow and dull-witted. But 

now, this close, he knew it wasn't so. Their reaction was swift and 

! precise. They scattered like billiard balls, taking cover behind rocks, 
their ship, and any other cranny that even remotely offered safety. 


Oy a VO aa MF STs" 


Again Zincor fired. Twice in rapid succession, and brought down a 
straggler. One cowardly bitch retreated into the hatch. Zincor shot, 


i — \/ Sa 


A Menninger beam shattered 
the rock ledge, some twen' 


that 
The 


There was a 
scream from 


Someone 
else had not 
been so 
lucky. 


Worse, 

ship's surface 
hummed softly 
then flashed 
with starbright 
intensity. Had d 
Zincor not rec- . ; tivated the 
ognized the tell- - device. 

tale energy EST } ; “ae SS 
charge and : Ss 
shielded his =e. yee \) He Inew, N& 
eyes, it would’veg too, that the 
burned out his women wer 

retina and left wearing pro- 

him permanent- tective len- 

ly sightless. Tt was 


futile to con- 
ce 


Without 
doubt, the 
nt who'd 
retreated in- 
ide had ac- 


d deep and 
Ic. Zincor 


ly and slithered 
into the hole, 
where, he knew, 
he would find 
other survivors of 
the aborted raid. 


Zincor knew the caves. As a kid he went 
spelunking in their 
else they were a hopeless maze of dark, 
winding tunnels without end. To him, 
they were a passage to safety, sunlight 
and the other side of the canyon. 


Made it! And with 
my rifle intact! But what 
about the others? At least one 
poor bastard is laying in 
the basin of that. 
dust bowl. 


Zincor! You're 
alive! I thought that 
last Menninger had 

cooked your meat 
for sure! 


‘you've had your first’ 
taste of wol 


think they'd look 
so human! _ 


Meanwhile, Com- 
mander Jill Alpha of 
the Fempire war- 

ship smoldered with 


‘4 It's too quiet 

up there. The bastards 
have probably fled back 
into the hills! 4 


(\S— We've got to search 
\\YP" tne doge ont and cut them 
down. This is the last bastion 


of male chauvinism in the Fempire 


and I won't have it said that I don't like it! 


3 ‘They were waiting for 
my squadron couldn't clean ( [Gy ors we weewore 


coming! How? 


it out! 


oH 


A) 

eu 

LG 
y 


s long past nightfall. In the 

, Zincor could hear the cries 
of mutant animals. The women_had, 
made 7 


orimitive rifle was no match for the 

i armaments. But if he could ge 

heir w 

, altered. He grip 

strap swung it till 
he'd built suff 

‘wo aN 

3 WN 


Then he let 
go. 


WENA L 
1) Ng Z 
TY VA 
I can’t answer that, “ 
Marta. But I do know that 
womankind in going to exterminate 
the limp pigs who call themselves 
‘men, once and for all! 


r~ Til give a three 
day pass to every woman 
who brings me back a} 
man’s severed dork! 


orward, she led the long, ar- 
side toward the 
« plateau wher 
tered like jackrabbits 


a chance he 
could pick off all four before they could 
reach their Menninger Beams. But i 
shot at best.If he mis 
as too slow, they'd 
blast him from his 
perch. 


Did you 
hear that, 


Probably just 

a small animal. 

Check it out. But 
full 


WW 


Stealthily. he 
moved behind #\ 


sweating: 
was damned 
if he knew 


from his 
fingers 


caep As they squirmed, wrestled, and rolled, Zin- 
te) cor noticed certain things: the softness of her: } 
hands as they fought his, the smell of her 
‘small, unrestrained breasts, her legs strad- 
aling his, her breath, warm and panting. This _/4/, 
‘was a woman, for godsakes! A cunt! ae 


And he knew, intuitive- 
ly, that this was the 
first time she'd ever 


Zincor's fingers 
clawed at her clothes 
and yanked. When 
her breasts spilled 
out, he felt his body 
lurch involuntarily. 
He knew he should 
kill her—if she could 
stir him, like this, she 
was dangerous—but 
he couldn't. Not now! 


(NY 


When he was perhaps two meters 

from this strange female creature 

that had, up until now, always been 

little more than a legend to him, he 

was both fascinated and repelled. It 
confused him. 


that he could 
watch her, 
observe her, 


Those who 
remembered 
spoke leer- 
ingly about 
‘women's 
bodies, 
always with 
a tinge of 
desire. 


Her body responded to his move- 
ments, timidly at first, then more 


openly. Then, suddenly, there was no 


more resistance, only mounting 
A desire. 


ventually she took control, her hips 
swayed to an ever accelerating 
rhythm. 


Later, when he 
spent, she collapsed 
on top of him and r 


\ SK ALY OM LW AR 
< aN kk) Fl sy / 
Nye SOP Ta Yes A vA 
He was aware not of the woman, but of the gun ... a mini- 
Menninger, less powerful than the larger model, but fatal at 
this range. He jerked to the left, and howled as the beam 
grazed his shoulder. 


bastard! What have 
you done to her? 


He was wounded! 
The humiliation 
hurt worse than the 
pain. A bitch had 
snuck up and shot 
him! How could he Me Se 
have been so KA y : A! “Yes” Marta 
stupid? 3 ee y) said, not be- 
a cause it was 
He paused, listen- b i true, but be- 
ing for sounds of : \ a - | cause it was 
puréuit. There were | = against 
none, yet, but it @ 4 S i \ aN Fempire law 
wouldn't be long 2) \ ees for woman 
before they took up . =F. to mate with 
the chase. He scur- x z ay man. All 
ried like a squirrel, ‘ = \ ; breeding 
deeper into the : Na ve \ aN was by arti- 
woods. : NG ficial insem- 
Ny A x imination. 


R Even the 
Though he didn't é ‘ Se; “| sperm used, 
iow her name, \ NW ee was a syn- 
Marta Beta had cs thetic, imita- 


been his first tion fluid, 
woman-lover. She ; 4 We will have justice! not the real 
slipped into what re- Xt ‘ ‘We'll find that animal! And thing. 
mained of her : z when he dies, it will be 

clothes, feeling : slowly, in excruciati : 

flustered, embar- pre ‘You will have his to 


rassed, and a bit ex- wear around your neck! 
cited, confronted by t 
the accusing stares 


of Sara Delta. -| It wasn't exactly what Marta had in’mind. 


Now, her appetite whetted, desire still stir- 
ring within her, she knew they could be put 
to better use. 


hat his brothers Maybe next time 


we tell you the cunts 
knew what had happened. He could : 
read it in their cold ZS | . are dangerous, you'll 
They regarded him ten! 


How could you let her 
contaminate you? See what 
your weakness brought you? 
One less weapon anda 
charred shoulder! 


4 
= 
—= 


SS ASAE 


You're jealous 
because you've never 


‘The man turned. hed @ i fuck! 
@ 


Zincor ran his 
tongue over his 
split lip and 
tasted blood. 
“Son of a bitch” 
f] he said under his @@ 
breath as he 
angrily flung 
himself forward, 
driving his 
E shoulders behind 
the man’s knees. 


ONT One spectator 
whistled. 
Another laughed. 


‘There's no point 
in continuing this. 
Your folly will bring 
its own punishments, 
: Zincor. 


--~ (this forest. Menningers Ki 


campment, the women, all 

except Marta, raised their 

weapons level with the 
woods 


The target points formed 
quadrangle. Jill expect 
that the men would b 
trapped somewhere insid 
the burning forest once th 
wind fanned the flames 1 
hellish intensity, 


Marta felt the cold stares of 
her commander and her sis- 
ters. Slowly she raised her 
own Menninger ... and 
fired. Her body shook with 
silent sobs, her vision 
obscured by the dampness 
of her choked-back tears. 
Her shot went wild. 


ae SS re 
But the timberland was dry. 
‘The fire spread faster than a 
whore's legs. Flame licked 
the sky like demon tongues 
climaxing in frantic ecstasy. 


Even from where Marta 
stood, she could feel the 
heat. 


Za 
OE a a 


ready! We'll burn 
em out! 


S 


‘There was some suspicion 
that what happened to you wasn’t 
completely involuntary: Only your 

torn clothes substantiated your 
story. Please don't give us cause 
for further doubt! 


Black, billowing 
smoke, so thick 
it seemed im- 
penetrable, 
whooshed up- 
wards, clashing 
with the yellow: 
orange light for 
dominion of the 
sky. The heat 
was hellish. Zin- 
cor heard a 
crackling, like 
crumpled cello- 
phane, moving 
closer, growin; 
louder. a 


Crazy sluts! 
They . . . they're 
trying to burn 

: ‘us out! 


the tunnel! We'll 
make our way under 
the forest, and come 

up behind them! 


And suddenly he 
saw it. ..! i 
nous, towering hell- 

beast! 


The beast, a mu- 

tant, didn’t under- 

stand what was 

happening. Yet, it 

knew danger and 

Poor things the fear of death, 
are terrified. and would, the men 
Ican’t blame knew, charge 
them! anything that 
moved! 


saw the 


‘explode in a 
thousand pieces of 
blood-drenched 


ed on, without looking 
aware that the 


. a 
FS ~~, 
cae A 
‘A fallen tree! 4 hey lined up like pallbearers, faces compressed with strain. But no matter 


the tree wouldn’t budge. 
first to reach It... It’s blocking 
the tunnel the entrance! c . —— = 
And then, as if exhausted 
by the struggle, the stump 
yielded. Zincor barely had 
time to leap from it 


B One of the elders, how- 
ever, whose reflexes were 
léss quick, disappeared 
and was squashed bz- 

neath it. 
One of the 
larger mute-beasts must've ) We... we'll never 
knocked it over! be able to move it 


ee | 
. His skin was parched and § 
he coughed and wretched violently as 
smoke filled his lung: 


Forget him, He ran, barely able to distinguish the 
Zincor! Enoch is gone! way, until he could run no more. And then 
Into the hole with you 5 he, like the others, collapsed sur- 
before the fire claims // rounded by the safety of the dark, damp 

you, too! cae 


“Simply put . 
Still think 4 < there was a time 
( the women aren't iN) L *Bout time when the battle of 
treacherous, boy? bon ; you asked, } the sexes was 
. boy! merely an exp: 
ion. Men ruled, 
d women 
to live under some 
Fucking cunts! ae a fairly horrendous 
T'll see évery one of ‘ . S< conditions. The 
them in hell! i nN . ~~ damage to inte! 
; sexual relation- 
ships was irrepar- 
able. Then one 
day, it just sort of 
erupted into open 
warfare.” 


‘God knows how 

. but the women 
won and the Fem- 
pire was estab- 
lished.” 


“Because artificial insemination had 
long been a reality, the cunts figured 
that we men were no longer a necessary 
part of society. They no longer needed 
us to perpetuate the race. Indeed, with- 
out us, only female children could be 
born. And that is exactly the way they 
: wanted it!” 


x S~ 


“You were among the last of the males 
born, boy. I daresay we won't see 
another like you for awhile!” 


7 


“Some men escaped and some were 
exiled to primitive planetary outpost: 

The women proved as strong and in- 
telligent as their male counterparts, but 
they feared that men would one day try 
to reclaim their previous status... so 
they continue to conduct periodic 
purges designed to wipe out small 
packs lice our own, and prevent us from 

becoming a threat!” 


So the stories 
of female inferiority 
are untrue? 


ok 5p 
S$ They're merely myths 
Pay egos of the defeated, 


boy! We made women our enemies! We 
brought all this upon ourselves! But 
it’s too late to do anything 
different, so we go on fighting 
as we always have... 


Morning light shown down on the hideousness that had 

been the woods. The fire had burned itself out, findin; 

nothing more to feed on, leaving charred, blackene: 

ruins and the charcoaled remains of animals, vegetables 
and minerals. 


Nothing stirred among the ashes, and the women who re- 
treated to the warship to wait out the inferno, returned to 
the desolate plateau to search for . . . bodies! 


‘They shuffled through the embers seeking some con- 

firmation that the flames had accomplished their intend- 

ed purpose. It would, they knew, take days to excavate 

the remains thoroughly. Yet, deep inside, Commander 
Jill Alpha knew that the men had escaped! 


led the face of the 
f, hoping to sur- 
ise the women from 
y failed, 
y'd be caught ina 
crossfire .. . from the 


plateau above and the \ 


warship below. 


sperate 
. But they were 

ate. The fire 

had consumed their 
ons. To obtain 

more meant ¢! 

the canyon, | 

them open 

bush similar to the 

one they had perpe- 

trated upon the 


clawed at the air, try- 
ing frantically to 
regain his footing 
before plunging, 
screaming, into th 
basin. 


Terror turned 
Zincor's flesh to ice. 
The hairs of his back 
and arms prickled. He 
hung there, helpless, 
suspended. The 
shrieking echo faded 
and died. For a long 
time he dared not 
look up. 


When he finally did, 
he saw what he ex- 
pected to see... Two 
women with Mennin- 
gers, grinning smug- 
ly, savoring triumph 
like a last delicious 
morsel of food. 


For what little con- 
solation it offered 
him, Marta was not 
one of them. 


(—- 
oy 


And then he saw her. Mar- 
ta. Atop th 
hind her 
deli leveled 
her rifle . . . and fired! 


Le ‘ 
A oe wel 
PT b 


PZEcE 


oat 
¢ 


Out of the corner of hy 
seramble over the 


I should have <TR 
expected this, Marta! You) \ > 
YES 


ee pete ere through her. She was happy, aroused, terrified. 


— ; And she had desperately to take a piss. 
aaa A > nd she had desperately to take a piss 


Jill knew it. was over. Reluctantly, she let her 
weapon clatter to the ground. And the men 
knew they had won! 


My mother 
told me... 
once a man 

gets his cock 
‘into a girl, 


Marta moved forward, her eyes r e elder forced Jill’s hands behind her back and bound 
another. She walked to of the cliff, then them tightly with his belt. The woman winced as it cut in- 
without remorse, aimed at the warship below . . wrists, but refused, with typical macho bravado, to 


= cry out. 
and fired! ‘ 


\\ a ss I...Idon’t know. 


\ ud “OV 1 should have acted before, 
(nate wens doit tp) When they set the woods on 


fire. But... but I was 
betray your own 
icind? bag 


‘Today when I saw 

those guns pointed at you, 

I... I just couldn't let 
it happen! 


ri 


Al 
Hi 
| 
What will 
\(( they do with 
her? ( 


That's up to <) 
my brothers. If they're 
smart, maybe they'll try 

to rehabilitate her. 


The elder 
winked. Jill 


spat conte 


Zincor and Marta vanished into 
the arteries and tunnels of the Daw ain unos polao: 


leanivon cutis: tantly return to the 
Once inside, alone in the dark, sunlight. 
they stood shyly apart. Minutes 
Seer tcomceteccl] There, the beauty and 
the courage to cross that last re- Mroncenoaschcd 
maining distance. He pressed her JCeCbeerseatytetrn 
body to his. She was trembling. MIMMNEStR hO-tes 

He felt awkward, ignorant. 


I... I forgot! Jil... 
she carries a knife strapped to 
the inside of her calf. She must 
have freed herself . . . then—! 


she was cut, too. 
There's a trail of 
blood. It leads to 
: : the other side of 
RS ; é y the canyon! 
She lay down in darkness, . : 

the stone cold floor against 

her naked back, the warmth of his body 

inside her own. The sounds of passion 

echoed hollowly, hauntingly, like the 

memory of the way love used to be. 


Even after the trail of 
blood stopped—ap- 


parently Jill had made 
erself a tourni- 


quet—the youn; 
lovers continued their 
desperate hunt. In- 
stinctively, Zincor 
knew where Jill was * 
headed: An aban- 
doned settlement 
where the men had 
once made their living 
quarters. 


It was gutted 
@y during the war but we 
were able to adapt it 
bas to our purposes. In 
P ae the cathedral basement 
@ {i = )we kept our armaments 
% and radar. 


[nw he 


In the choir loft, Jill aimed her rifle leisurely. 
If she missed there would be no ond 
chance. The floor beneath her wobbled precari- 
ously. The beams which supported it were rot- 
ted, weakened by age, the elements and the 
long-ago war. 


T'll check 
the front of the 
cathedral. Why don't 
you slip around 
the back... .! 


Zincor moved slowly, carefully, with z 
long pauses between his steps. Jill,he =< _* 
knew, had taken the elder's rifle, andshe 
would be waiting for her opportunity to 
use it. The youth gripped his own 
weapon tightly, alert for the slightest 
sound or motion. 


Zincor debated his next move: He seriously considered putting a bullet 
through the woman's face, ending her misery that way. He even went so far 
as to raise the rifle... before changing his mind. 


Then, 
unable to | Z 
uphold the — 


weight of 
her body 


any longer ANG 
.-siteok [NS 


lapsed. 


‘The girl was dying, that 
was clear. The knife wound 
had cost her a lot of blood. 
Rubble and wood splinters 
had torn open several other 
areas of her flesh. There 
were a few limited medical 
supplies in the basement, 

but they wouldn't do much 
good, Zincor knew, even if 

he could reach them in 

time. 


She clung to him, not 
wanting to die alone. 


‘That was in the posi- 
tion in which Marta 
found them. 


And when she felt the first stirrings 
within her belly, she went a little mad, 
trying to imagine how she could ever 
deliver a child .. . alone! It wouldn't 
survive the birth, of course. Neither 


And she did 
what d 

{| without think- 

ing. 


The feelings and emo- 

tions which Zincor 

had awakened only a 

day before were new 

to her. She didn't 

understand them ae 

completely. Even \ when the heat of 

more foreign to her the moment had p: 1, 

was this overwhelm- ; d she real that she 

ing hatred, the alone on this dyin; 

nameless fear which i world, with no hope of ever 

the sight before her j returning to her sisters 

invoked. she would regret her 
tion 


But in the meantime, she wondered, 
would it be male . . . or female? 


VENTURES OF 
CUNBLASTER 


Gosh, Happy Jim. & 
These are the worst Y 
gaslines I've 
ever seen! 


I've got news for you, 
Skeezix...! These slimy 
fartsucking hordes aren't 
after the precious natural 
gases found only in the 
digestive tracks of 
Earthly human beings! 


Nope! They're 
after something 
infinitely more Gano ) 
-my latest issue! 
of 1984! 


Have the methane munching groaties of Odius IV been sniffing hungrily around your door, 

too, Bunky? Well there is not really too much we can do about that! May we suggest, 

however, that you keep your doors bolted, stay nestled securely inside, and have every 
issue of 1984 delivered safely through your mail slot! 

(] Six issues at $9.00 or [_] Twelve issues for $18.00 


Name 


Zip Code = 
Mail to: WARREN PUBLISHING COMPANY, Subscription Department 
145 East 32nd Street, New York, N.Y. 10016 


In Canada and outside the U.S.A., please add $3.00 to all rates, 


PRESTIGIOUS! COLORFUL! | 


MECHAN 


aN 


ere 


Since the earliest 
days of television & 


ALIEN 
he s, alien 
have slithered, crawi- CREATURES 


ed and bounced across 
the screen. Where do 
they come from jow 
long have they bee 
with us? How did they 
get here? This book 

it all from 

Wells to Star Wars, 
32 pages of full-colo 
illustrations. A big 
8"x10" quality paper- 
back. #21325/$6.95 


ROCK ART 


es 


Art from the golden 
age of Rock ’n Roll, 
Pop, Soul, Rhythm 

and Blues, A decade- 
long explosion of 
graphics, design and 
record cover art 

is lushly and lavish- 

ly reproduced in bril- 
liant full-color. The 
covers of Rod Stewart, 
Roxy, Rolling Stones 
and The Beatles. Plus 
many more in th 
40"x10" quality paper- 
back. #21338/$8.95 


MY lu 
k Woodroffe is 


ign. England’s a 
tist of 
ic, bizzare 


collec! s | » 
vish book containing | 
hundreds of full-c 
or paintings and draw- | 
ings, with biography & 
comments on his art. 
10'x10" quality paper- 
back. #21314/$9.95 


GREAT BALLS 


tions from 
2n magazines, 
and many, 


=] AFIT -r 
BLAZING CO 
The best of Blazing 
Combat, as originally 
published in 1965. 
Action-packed stories 
of all the wars from 
the American Revolu- 
tion to Viet Nam. 

On land, in the air 

and under the sea. 
Explosive wartime 
classics in a large 
8"x11" paperback, 17 
stories and four full- 
color cover paintings 
by the fabulous Fra- 
zetta, #21331/$3.98 
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